26                        SILENT IS THE VISTULA
the building on the corner of Obozna and Topiel Streets, where Unit Two, Company Four, Group VIII, was to move tomorrow. The inhabitants were most cooperative Old Mrs. D., who could hardly walk, offered to us without any reservations her apartment, her antiques, linens, larder, everything.
"You can take everything I have for the boys/' she smiled serenely. "I won't need anything "
"Aneri, can you take care of feeding Unit Two?" Sweeper asked me.
"Yes, sir," I said. "Oh, Lord," I reflected "Eighty men! How can I ever?"
"The men have food for today and tomorrow/' Sweeper said. "You don't have to worry about them right away/*
Comforting thought, indeed! Just like a man to say such a thing I could well imagine Sweeper used to bring home to dinner unexpectedly dozens of friends and was genuinely surprised at his wife's distress I could almost hear him saying, "Just whip up anything you have dear/*
The person to consult in this emergency was Mrs. So-lata, the wife of our janitor. She was young, good-looking and intelligent Both she and her husband, Jozef , who had gooe off that day with the othfer men of the Home Army, were toed patriots,
Mrs. Solata came out of the basement of her house, looking tared and worn out Her eyes bore the traces of tears. I wondered whether to ask her, for I knew she would not refuse the hard job But I had no choice.
*Could you take care of the meals for Lieutenant Sweeper s Unit Two, Mrs. Solata?" I asked "There are eighty men there I would send someone to help you with the work/'
*Of course," she said unhesitatingly, trying to smile "But I do not have that much food."
"Ill supply the food. It's just the cooking, Mrs. Solata."